David Arnot

you to confess. Listen, and hear me to the
end/5

In all his long career Alarbrack had seldom
been more astonished.

He led her to a chair, trimmed and re-
lighted three of the candles, and seated himself
opposite to her, his keen blue eyes fixed rigidly
yet kindly on her*

" You must be told before it is too late/'
said Mariota. " David Amot is no warlock.
It was I who accused him to Ludovick; I
spoke in haste and wrath; and Ludovick,
misled by Mungo, would not listen to me
when I strove to tell him I had lied. The
prisoner must go free; if he is burnt to-
morrow, the sin will be on my soul for ever.
For my sake, for justice sake, pardon him.
He is innocent! "

Lord Marbrack's eyes became like steel.
Arnot's enchantment was even more potent
than he hitherto had realised. How villainous
he must be, when even from his dungeon he
could cast on Mariota such a spell that she
believed him guiltless.

Mariota saw the change in the Lord Presi-
dent's expression; and she took it to be the
outward sign of scorn and contempt for herself.

"You do well to despise me," she said;
" I made a false and wicked accusation. And
more still am I accursed for letting the trial
go on without one word of protest* I will
not ask* for mercy; I ask justice/*